
3 1 'The Two Noble Ktnjbten. 

W hat fhould i-dqc,to make him know I love him 
t, or J' would faine cnyoy him ? Say I ventur’d 
i o letihim free what faiesthelaw then ? Thus much 
For LayVjOr kindred : I will doe it. 

And this night, or to morrow he fhall love me. £*j t 

This fhortflo. Scania 4‘ TntsrJhefewJiipolitafPirithotUy 
nlhofCor- £ nn ha ; tsfr cite with a Garland, &€. 

netsand r Thef. You have done worthily? I have not feenc 
^lovvtcs with* Since Hercules^ man of tougher fynewes; 

What ere you are,you run the bcft,and wraftle, 

That thefc times can allow. 

Arche. I am proud to pleafe you* 
l Thef. What Countrie bred you? 

Arcite. Thisj but far off, Prince. 

Thef. Are you a Gentleman ? 

■Ar cite. My father faid fo ; 

And to thofe gentle ufes gave me life. 

Thef Are you his heire ? 
osircite. His yongeft Sir* 

Thef. Your Father 

Sure is a happy Sire then : what prooves you ? 

tArcitc. A little ofall noble Quallitics .* 

I could have kept a Hawke,and well have holloa’d 
• To a deepe crie of Dogges ; I dare not praife 
My feat in horfemanfhip ; yet they that knew me 
W ould fay it was my beft pecce : laft,and greateftj 
I would be thought a Souldier. 

Thef. You are perfect. 
spirit h, Vponmy foule,a proper roan. 

Emilia . He is fo. 

Per. How doc you like him Ladie ? 

Hip. I admire him, 

I have not feene fo yong a man 3 fo rtoblc 
f If he fay true, )of his fort. 

Emil. Belcevc, 

Hi* mother was a wondrous handfomc woman. 

His face me thinkes, goes that way. 

Hjp, But his Body hg 



The TpfO Noble 

S Lchl wondcras thy worth. 

Foonely in thy Court, ofall the world 
dwells faire-eyd honor. 

SSi Te^yourmvd., 

NoTfhall you Ioofe your wifh xVmtbnm 

Difpofc of this faare Gentleman. 

^£2% Sand I Jail giveyou 

*fesr«ssa‘ * 


^? y s°my’ara y noblc Giver j deareft Be w tic. 

Thus let mefeale my vowd faith : when your Servant 
f Your moft unworthie Creature) but offends you. 

Command him die, he fball. 

If del^vc wcHSir? frfhal! foone fee't: ^ (yo«u 

Y’at mine,aud fomewhat b«tcr than your ranch* Iletif* 
. Ter . He fee you furnifh’ d,and becanfc you fay 
You are a horfeman, I muft needs in treat you 
This after noone to ride,but tis a rough one. 

vtre. I like him better ( Prince) I fhall not then 
Freeze in my Saddle. 

Thef. Sweet.you muft be rcadte, 

And you Smilia % and you (Friend) and all 
To morrow by the Sun, to doe obfcrvance 
To flowry May , in Titans wood : waite well Sir 
Vpon your Miftris : £tntly t I hope 
He fhall not goc a foote. 







